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Girl, a Horse and a Doq

By FRANCIS LYNDE

CHAPTER XVI|.—Continued
—10—

Now the presence of a wagon on our
bench at this eariy hour in the mormn-
i mean elther of two

opposite things: Our
Or upcoming of re-
inforeements for the miders, We were

ing mizht one

i t i 11

diameirically

adellvernnee the

not left long tin doubt. Shortly after
the rack-rack of the waron wheels
topiped we heard footsteps, and the
halr stiffens (d n Barnevy’s back. Next

e henrd Dullerton's voice, juast out-
side and appar vy under our window
apenings

“Broughton " the volee called ; “can
3 hear me

~ W that 'd better keep out
f ] - [ - [ ) | 53

A1} right—Jis You've got to get

s I2r ot o that's flat. [ h::‘»t-:t'l

ra Lo« i “ For per-
tly obhvions and commonpiace res-
gons I don't want to have teo kill yon
to t rid of vor. But weé are not go-
Ing L ou any more, You've
alread t four of my men, and two
of fo ¢ crippled, The next
t 53 . 11l be for a finlsh."™

“Y¢ sald I, “You brought the
ne b up in a8 wagan, didn’t you?”

1] lenarsdd this -

We | starve you ont If we
chose to take the time. I know pretty
vell what mi've ot to ent—or rather
wh 1 haven't got. It's your privi- |
leg { « syour life In your own
hands, Broughton: that's up to you.
But how about the old man?"

“The old man's a-plenty good and
nl to speak for hisself ! wapped
Dl s “You do  your durndest,
{ : I3 oTH0

Al rleht ! MOTY You'll hear
from us directly, now: and as I sald
i jult gentling you. That's
1 gt -,:

For n time after this the silence,
and the -._,"'.'-‘-‘H'. since it was the hnl]r
b e dawn, were thick enoungh to be
cut i ) X But the dog was
I restiess than ever, and we knew
that something we could nelther see
i ! must he golng on. After a
while I asked the question thiat had
heen worrying me ever since I had
heard tl § vheels

“What dld they bring up in that

[ ) e P o

Fhe | tOWE, Stnnnie—nand
! 01 L us the old prospector’s
reply, made with no touceh of Irrever-
i | 1 Ul vords were searcely ont
L 3 with before a thunderbolt
struck t! shufthouse,

CHAPTER XVII,
Tit for Tat.

That “thunderbolt” Is hardly
The thing that hit
to anvthing
nnd lightning.
rending, ripping
earth were split-
wias fllled with
.'\!I'. 1

wird
a ligure of speech.
us couldn't
milder
There
FOAr #Ss
fing In
Aving fragments and splinters,

be compnred
thunder
flash, a
if the

two, and the alr

than
wns n

ﬁ'lll‘h!

sEny, but the acrld, choking gas which
filled the shafthouse could secarcely be
called alr,

“I'ynanmite—that’s what they fetched
In that wagon ! gurgled the old man
at 1 side, and 1 could have shouted
for joy at the mere sound of his volce,

gince it was an assuranee that he
Lhadn't been killed outright.

“It's only m question of a llttle time,

now, Daddy,” I prophesied. “*What
you sald yesterday—that Bullerton
would try to get possession without
destroying the property—no longer
holds good. He has evidently declded
that we've got to be ousted, even at
the expense of bullding a new shaft-
house and installing new machinery,

Why has he changed his mind, when |

he knows that he could starve us out
in a few days?

“1T been thinkin'
pintedly, Stannie.
if somethin's In the
we don't know about.”

“Then there's another thing,” I put

ubhout that,
Showldn't
wind—somethin'

right

in. “Suapposing, just for the sake of
argument, that our first guess was
right: that he did take Jeanle to
Angels thpee days ago and that they
were married there. You koow your
danghter, Daddy, and I know her, a
Httle. Nobody but an idiot would sup- |
pose that she'd live with Bullerton as

his wife for a single minute if he
muakes hhaself yvour murderer.”
Illl'!‘\‘.

admlitted

does

tree,”

“It sure
man up A
old fighter,

“I'm bhanging on to the little hope
dog to a root, Daddy,” I con-
“If 1 ean only keep on bellev-
fng thar they're not married, I can put
up a better fight, or be snuffed out—If

"

like a

fessed,

I have to be—with a good few less
heart-bhurnings.*™

But at this the old man, who, no
longer age than the yesterday, had

seemed to lean definitely toward the
TO-113¢ suddenly
changed front,

ITTinge

hypothesis,

“Don’t yvou go to bankin® on any-
thing like that, Stannie, son,” he sald
In a tone of deep discouragement.
“Charley Bullerton's a lar., from the
place where they make liars for a
Hvin®, apd 'taln’t goin® to be no trick
a-tall for him to make Jeanie, and a
lot 0" other folks, b'leve that we
biowed ourselves up with our own

dynamite. No, sir; don't you go to
bankin' on that"™

“Then you do belleve
went with Bullerton 7"

“Looks like there aln't nothing else
left to believe,” he asserted dolefully.
“Look at it for yourself, son: she's
heen gone three whole days. If she
hadn't gone with him—and the good
Lord only knows where else she could
have gone—don’t you reckon she'd ‘ve
been back here long afore this? No,
Stannie; we been lettin' the ‘wish it
wae® run away v'th the ‘had to be' I
reckon we jusi got to grit our teeth,
‘#on, and tough it out the best we can”

Dwiring this waiting interval, which

that Jeanie

| not come;

| plenty, eap'n.

| prison

]"'ilt

| earth,

| &

wonder |

that-away to a |
]
the stout

seomned like hours and was probably
rmly 8 few milnutes, we were momen-
tarlly expecting another ecrash. It did
but In due course of time

| we heard a stir outside and then
volees, and one of the volees, which
wirs not Buallerton's sald: “I'll bet

that ea’tridege smoked "em out good an’
Gimme th' ax, Tom, till
bu'st the door an’ have 8
squint at ‘em.”
Jost at that
wave of depression surged over me
shoved me down sn deep that I
possibly if Bullertan had called
demanded our surrender 1

Wwe ul'...]'.

moment a suhmerging
and
think

LN '
out HE AL

| showld have heen tempted to tell him
| that I

was not so0 much of 2 hog as
not to know when I had enough. But

the old man squeezed In beside me un-

der the arched hoiler plate was made |

hietter he was game to the
Iast halr in his beard. With a wild-
Indlan vell, he hunehad hils Winchester

8
(0

fiber;

inte pesitton and flred once, twice,
thrice, at the door, as rapldly as he
conld pump the reloading lever,

A spattering fusillude was the reply
to this, the alm was bad and the
only result set the alr of our
fortresg to buzzing as Iif a
£ hees had been turned

swarm of angry
on After thls, the raiders

but

waus to

!*]fl"h-i‘

14
i,

withdrew, so we judged : at all events, |

the slence of the dark hour before
daybrenk shut down upon us agaln,
and once more we had space in which
to “gather our minds” as Daddy put
it.

It may be a dastardly confession of

wenkness to admit it, but I am free to

say that the prolonged struggle was
gradually undermining my nerve., If

Bullerton had made up his mind to
write oif the loss of the mine buildings
and machinery, it was a hattle lost for
It could be only a question of a
little tlmme, and enough daylight to en-
able the bombers to throw stralght,
nntil we should be burled in the wreck
of the shafthonse and heoist—and with-
the privilege of dying In a good,
old-fashioned, stand-up flght.

All of this I hastlly pointed out to

us.

Iaddy Hiram, adding that, for Jeanle's !

for no better reason, he onght
of staylng nupon
lomg as I live I shall
high respect for the
wrath of &8 mild-mannered man. The
prospector was fairly Berserk,
foanming at the mouth, and short
him out by maln strength
of making him let

sinke, 11

ti his chance

AS

always huve fa

fake

oladl

miaed,
of dragging
there

WHS no way

“No sir: 1 promised your
gran'paw ‘at I'd stand by for him, and

done

he paid me money for doin® (.. When
them hellions get this here mine,

they're goin’ to dig a hole somewheres
and bury me afterward,” was all I
could get out of him.

We were not given very much more
time for or for anyvthing
else, The first faint graying dawn was
coming, and with the partial lighten-
ing of the Inner gloom, we ¢raned our
necks—Illke a douhble-headed turtle
peering out of its shell—and got a
glimpse of the damage done by the In-

discussion,

ftial thunderbolt. We saw It without
any trouble: a great hole torn Iin the
sheetiron roof directly over the hoist
and shaft mouth, Knowing the use
and effect of explosives pretty well,

Daddy said that the bomb had gone off
prematurely ; had exploded before It
had fairly lighted upon the roof.

“If it hadan’t—if It had been layin’
on the roof when It went off—we !
wouldn't be lookin’ up at that hole

| The Crash Came Almost Immediately.

right now, Stannife, my son. We'd bhe
moggin® up the galden stalr and a-won-
derin’ how much farther it was to the
New Jerusalem, and what kind o'

| harps they was goln' to give us when

we got there. We sure would,”

We didn't keep our heads out very
long. While we were staring up at
the hole and at the patch of sky be-
yond it, a small dark object with a
smoke-blue comet’s tail traifling be-
hind it crossed our line of sight, and
we ducked and held our breath—or at
least, I held mine. The ecrash came
almost Immediately, and it was fol-
lowed in swift succession by a second
and a third. Luckily, none of the
three hit the shaft-house, nor, indeed,

fell very near to it; and this uncer-

tainty of alm told us where the attack
was coming from. The bomb throw-
ers were posted somewhere on the
steep slope of the mountain above us;
the slope which I have described as
running up from the brink of the

{ had called the turn
‘trump. The large, desperadoish-look-

e T A T e

{ the
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abrupt cliff overlooking the mine
plant.

“They'll get the range, after a
while,” Daddy grunted. *“And when
they do, I reckon it'll be good-by, falr
world, for a couple of us and one
mighty good dog. TI'm a-tellin’ you,
Stannle., =on, the shot that comes
down through that hole fixes us a-
plenty, Sufferin’ Methusaleh! what-

all is the folks down yonder at "Tro-

pia a-dreamin® about, to let all this
bangin' and whangin' go on up. bhere
without comin' up to find out what's
makin' ft¥

The Atropia that I remembered was

so nearly moribund that I didn't won-
der it wasn't making any stir In our

behalf; so, when a few partering rifle
shots which seemed to originate on
the great bench below began to sift
in samong the bomb echoes, I took it
that Bullerton had divided his force
and was tryving to rattle us two ways
at once, As for that, however, the
bigger bombardment kept us from
speculating very curlously upon any-
thing Two more of the giant
crackers had fallen to the right of us,
of them into the wreck of the
blacksmith shop, to send up a spout-
Ing volcano of scrap which fell a sec-
ond or o later In a thanderous rain;
and then. . . .

For a flltting Instant it seemed as if
It must drop squarely in front of the
Iron shield under which we were
Jammed—Iin which case even the un-
dertuker wouldn't have been needed—
not any whatsover, as Daddy Hiram
would have said. But at the critical
peint In its flight the hurtling thing
“ticked” the top of the hoist frame
and Its downward course was deflect-
¢d the needed hair's-breadth, causing
it to come down bevond the machin-
ery, and not on our slde of things.
Nevertheless, we were cowering in an-

elge,

arne

ticipation of n blast which would most @

llkely heave the entire machinery ag-
gregation over bodily upon us when
the explosion came,

We saw the belehing column of
flame and gas golng skyward beyond
the machinery barrier, taking a full
half of the roof with it, as If the blast
had come from the month of a glgan-
We were dazed amxd deaf-
ened the shock, and half choked
by the fumes, but neither of us was
s0 far gone s not to hear distinetly a
prolonged and rumbling erash like the
thunder of a small Niagara, coming
after the smash!

“The shaft!™ shrilled Daddy Hiram,
in & thin, choked volee:; “It went off

ti¢ cannon.
’r_\'

down In the shaft! And, say !—r
what-all's that we're a-listenin’ to
now "

If there had beenr a dozen of the
bhombs raining down I don't belleve

the threat of them would have kept
us from bursting out of our dodge-hole
to go and see what had happened in
the mine shaft. But before we could
determine anvthing more than that
the mouth of the shaft was complete-
ly hidden under a mass of wreckage,
and that the mysterious Niagara roar,

dwindled somewhat, but vyet l]u"-lluwl}'_

andible, was still going on under the
concenling muass of broken timbers
and sheet-fron, there was a masterful
interruption. Shets, wvells, shoutings
and hot curses told us that a fierce
battle of some kind was staging itself
just outside of our wrecked fortress;
whereupon Daddy Hiram hegan paw-
ing his way to the door, yelling like a
man suddenly gone dotty.

“That there's old Ike Beasley—
dad-blame his old hide!" he chittered.
“There aln't nary 'nother man in the
Timanyonls 'at can cuss like that.
He's come with a posse, and they're
layin' out Charley Bullerton's crowd!™

There was na fine little tableau
spreading itself out for us when we
had elambered over the wreckage and
had withdrawn the wooden bar and
flung the door wide.
and

Daddy Hiram |
named the |
" bling roar which was still

e —

ing manp who had once Interviewed me

at Angels, anq a lttde Iater had
paused .au nis combing of the moun-
tains in search of me to usurp my
place at the Twomblys' breakfast ta-
ble, this bewhiskered glant, with &
goodish punch of followers—hard-
boiled to a man, they looked to be—
had
would-be “jumpers" and were hand-
cufling them with a celerity that was
truly admirable, And Beasley, him-
self, square-jawed and peremptory,
was shoving Bullerton up against the
slde of the shaft-house, snapping the

irons upon his wrists and counseling

him, with choice epithets intermin-
gled, to save up his troubles and tell
them to the judge.

AS we emerged from
fortress, other members of the posse
were scattering to round up the out-
I¥ying bomb-throwers. who had appar-
ently taken to the tall timber In a

our wrecked

| panic-stricken effort to escape. Down

on the bench below there were horses
and horse-holders; and among the
horses one whose boyish-looking rider
was Just slipping from the saddle,
While I was wond ring vaguely why
the Angels town marshal had let a
mere boy come along on such a battle
errand, the boyish figure ran up the
road and darted in among us to fling
itself into Daddy Hiram’'s arms, gur-
gling and half crying and begging to
be told if he was hurt.

I didn’t know at the time how much |

or how little the big marshal knew of
the various and muddled involvements
which were climaxing right there in
the early morning sunshine on the old
Cinnabar dump head; but I do know
that he quickly turned his captures
over to some of his deputies and had
them promptly hustled down stage
and off seene, While this was golng

on I was merely walting for my cue, |

and I got 11, or thought I got it when
the boy who wasn't a boy slipped
from Daddy's arms and faced me.
“I'm' not hurt, either,” 1 wventured
to =ay, hoplng that the brain storm
had subsided sufficienty to make me
vigible, "“"Welcome home,
The look she gave me was just plain
deadly ; you wouldn't think that vio-
let-hlue eyes could do it, but they can.
Then she drew a fulded paper from

somewhere Inside of her clothes and
held it out to me.

“There Is the deed to your mine,
Mr. Broughton,” she said nippingly,

and with a fairly tragleal emphasis on
the courtesy ftitle. “You wouldn’t
take the trouble to go to Copah and
get it recorded, so I thqught I'd better
do 1t. I hope youl'll pardon me for be-
ing so forward and meddlesome.”

It was the super-climax of the en-
tire Arabian-Nights business, and be-
cause my feelings would no longer be
denled thelr rightful fling, I sat down
on the shaft-house doorstep and
shouted and laughed llke a fool. But
after all, It was Mr. Isaac DBeasley,
deputy sherlff and marshal of Angels,
who put the weather-vane, so to
speak, upon the fantastie structure.

“T been lookin' ‘round for you a
right smart while,” he told me gruflly.

[ “When you get plum' over your laugh

and feel that vou're needin’ a little
sashay over the hills f'r exercise, yon
can come along with me and go to jail
f'r stealin’ that railroad car.”

CHAPTER XVIIL
The Hold-Up.

Beasley left me sitting on the door-
step—I've a notlon he had run out of
handcuffs, else he might have clapped
a palr of them on me—while he start-
ed his posse down to Atropla with the
captured ralders and their leader.
When he came back we took time,
Daddy and I and the big marshal, to
slze up the damage thai

the mystery of the

WHEN FLAMES SWEEP THE PRAIRIE

Man and Beast Suffer Alike Under
Blistering Heat, and the Prayer
for Rain Goes Up.

Ilot sunlight, winds as hot, as
shimmering heat which distorted ob-
jects at a distance and made the sky-
line a dazzllng, wavering ribbon of

| faded blue: and then the dull haze of
[smu!{a which hung over the land, and,

without  tempering the heat, turned
sun into a huge coppery balloon
which drifted hmperceptibly from the
east to the west, and at evening tlme
gettled softly down upon a parched

hilltop and disappeared, leaving be-
hind it u#n ominous red glow as of

dden fires, B. M. Bower writes in
“Lonesome Land.” "

When the wind bhlew, the touch of it
seared the face, as the smoke tang as-
sailed the nostrils. All the world was
a weird, unnatural tint, hard to name,
never to be forgotten. The far horl-
zon drew steadily closer as the days
passed siowly and thickened the veil
of smoke. The distant mountain drew
daily back into dimmer dictance; be-
eame an obscare, formless blot agalnst
the sky and vanished completely. The
horizon crouched then upon the bluffs
across the river, moved up to the line
of trees along Its banks, blotted them
out. one day and Impudently estab-
lished itself halfway up the coulee.

Time ceased to be measured accur-
ately; events moved slowly In an un-
real world of sultry heat and smoke

the copper-brown sky from the east to

the west, and & moon as red which

followed meekly after. -

Men rode ' here ai
they

asily
and when they met

talked of

R

pralirie fires and fire guards and the
direction of the wind, and of the faint
prospect of rain, Cattle, driven from
their accustomed feeding grounds,
wandered aimlessly over the still-un-
burned range and lowed often in the
night as they drifted before the flame-
heated wind.

Fishes’ Heads for Headaches.

It is the cnstom in China to pray
for holy medicine. A patient must
pay a visit to the temple and take
from the altar a tube containing num-
bered stlcks, He passes the tube over
the incense several times until one of
the sticks falls out. This is picked up
and the number on it is read. A cor-

responding *slip contalning a presorip-|

tion is then handed to him, As a
treatment for apoplexy, serpents’ liver

Is surely unique, but this is preseribed
by the best Chinese doctors, Pigs' l
feet and deer's tendons are prescribed |

for weak legs, and fAshes' heads for
headache and giddiness. Human flesh
is supposed to be efficacious in the
case of certain ilinesses, and young
people will have pieces of flesh re-
moved to make medicine for a sick
father!

A Freak Dinner.

Freak dinners, says London Sketch,
are no new Invention; they are gs
old as the first rich and greedy men.
One that took place some generations
ago was held at Carlton house, Pall
Mall. There were over 2,000 guests,
and the two chief features of the oc-
casion were Blg Sam, a porter eight
feet high, and a marble canal down
the center of the high table filled with
living gold and silver fish.

surrounded a falr half of the

Miss Twom- |
bly—or should I say Mrs. Bullerton?” |

| enstern slde of the shaft,

had been |
wrought, and beyond that, to dig into |
continuous grum- |
ascending |

| never-failing

out of the wreck-covered mine shaft.
Beasley staved with us, walting, as

I took it. to get his breakfast befor
he ran me off to jall, and the three n?l

us fell to work clearing away the
fallep timbera and roofing fron, Pad-

| dy Hiram leading the attack and be-
| Ing the first to stick his head through

what remained of the tangle and hang

| it over the edge of the shaft's mouth.
volce |

*Hooray!™ he yelled, his
sounding as If {t came from the'inside
of a barrel; and then again, “Hooray,

Stannie, son!—by the ghosts of old
Shadrach, Meshach and Abeadnego,
Charley Bullerton's done gone and

done eggs-znce'ly what he sald he could
do—dreened yoor mine for ye! Climb
In here and take a look at her. She's
empiy—empty a8 a gourd—but, at
that, she ain't goin' to be, very long!"”

A few more minutes of the strenu-

ous toeil cleared the pit mouth so that |

we could all see. The bomb which had
exploded in the shaft had wrought a
complete transformation, The stand

ing flood, which all of our pumping
attacks had failed to lower hy so
much as a fraction of an inch, was
gone, and with it had vanished the
two blg centrifugals, the platform

upon which they had stood, and their

“Charley Bull-
erton’s Dreened Your Mine for Ye!”

‘Hooray!"” He Yelled.

pipe connections. Gone, llkewise, was
the greater part of the heavy wooden
shaft-lining. A little of this remained
in the upper part of the shaft, but
from a point possibly twenty-five feet
down, there was nothing but the bare
rock sldes of the square pit swept by
the receding flood,

As for the hollow roaring noise
whieh had followed the crash of the
explogion, and which continued,
there was a good and sufficient reason
plainly wisible from the pit's mouth.
Some twenty feet down, and the
A stream of
good-slzed

still

O
water blg enough to run =
hydro-electric plant was pouring into
the perpendicular cavern, and It was
Its plunging into the
of the e¢arth which was making the
mimic thunder.

Bensley was the first to find speech.

“Where the blazes 1s all that water
comin’ from?" he exploded.

descent bowels

“That's just what we're golng to
find oat!”™ T barked. “Can you and
Daddy handle my weight in a rope

sling?”

They both protested that they could
handle two of me If necessary, and a
sling was quickly rigged and 1 was
lowered into the pit. At the nearer
view thus obtalned, some of the mys-
terles were instantly made clear. The
reason why the wooden boxing disap-
peared below a certain point in the
shaft was that It had never extended
any farther down. It had been mere-
Iy a box with a bottom !—and all those
pipe-dream impressions which had
tried to register themselves on the
day when 1 had my struggle with the
guction-pipe octopus were [nstantly
translated Into facts. 1 could have
sworn, then, that there was a bottom
in the box, and there bottom.
And that other impression—that 1 had
encountered an Inrushing stream
ice-cold water In the ‘ehilling depths;
here the stream; a foot-thick,
cataract, pouring in
through a perfectly good and substan-
tial conduit of twelve-inch iron pipe!

was a

was

In a flash the whole eriminal mys-
tery iInvolving the ostensibly flooded
mine was illuminated for me, *“Haul

awayv!" I ecalled to the two ahove;
and when they had drawn me up to
the pit's mouth and I could get upon
my feet, 1 yipped at Daddy and the
marshal to come on, and led them in

an out-door race along the mine ledge |

to the eastward; a hundred-yards
dash which brought us to the banks
of the swift little mountain torrent in
the right-hapd gulch.

A brief search revealed precisely
what I was expecting to find; what
anyone in possession of the facts pre-
cedent would have expected to find
In the middle of a small pool slightly
upstream from the path level—a pock-
eted bit of water neatly screened and
half hidden by a growth of low-
branching spruces—we saw a cone-
shaped whirlpool swirl into which a
good third of the stream flow was
vapishing. Below this pool an appar-
ently accidental heaping of rocks
formed a small dam which kept the
littie reservoir full

Without a word, Daddy Hiram and
the Angellc marshal plunged reckless-

\iw into the stream and with their bare

 gested
|

| would figure

=
or |

hands tore away the loose-rock aam.
With the removal of the slight barrier
and the consequent clearing of the
course of the stream, the pocket reser-
volr immediately sucked dry, the Inlet
of the cataracting pipe wns exposed,
and the secret of the flooded Cinnabar
was a secret no longer,

The scheme which had been elgb-
orated and set In motion to “scak™
Grandfather Jasper was a premedi-
tated “holdup.” The Cinnabar, in op-
eration and producing to its capacity,
was worth, so Beasley asserted, all
that my grandfather had pald for it,
and meore. But with the branch rall-
road bullt to its very door, Its value
would be doubled. Two alternatives
had thus presented themselves to the
owners, who were Cripple Creek
minihg speculators who had bought in
the stock at a low flgure while the
main vein was 8s yet unexploited : they
could go an mining the ore and stor-
Ing it against the time whea the rall.
rond, with Its cost-redocing advan-
tages, should come along; or they
could suspend operations for the sama

| length of tlme, setting the iosses of a
ishur-du\\'n over against the Increased

profits when they should start up
again.

With our discoverles of the morning
the plan of the robbery became per-
fectly plain. Some giant of flnance
among the speculators had evolved a
scheme by which the mine not only

might be shut down during the Inter
val of waitlng for the rallroad to build
over the bench, but at the same time
made to yield a bumper crop of
profits,

Taking 1ts varlons steps In thelr or.
der, the first move In the game was to
sell the mine to Grandfather Jasper
while It was still a going preoposition ;
and this was But one of the

e

done,

| conditions of the sale (Beasley told us

thig) was that the sellng corporation
should continue to operate the mine,
not as a8 lessee, but under a contract
by which the operating company
should receive a certaln percentage of
the output; an. arrangement which
gave the heoldup artists ample oppor-
tunity to prepare for the coup de meain,

How these preparations were made,
and the secret of them kept from leak-
ing out, still remsained one of the un-
solved mysteries, though DBeasley sug-
that probably impeorted work-
men were employed, and that the work
had been done under jealous super-

| viglon with all the needful precautions

taken against publicity. The tight
wooden box—which would figure as a
part of the shaft Ilining—had bheen

bullt, and into the box the creek had

been dlverted by means of the small
dam =and the undergronnd condult,
With the water admitted, to rise in
the box to the Ir'\'r1 of its Intake In
the creek reservoir, the trap was set
and was ready to be sprung,

Beyond this point there was a gap
we were obliged to bridge by conjec-
ture, but the inferences were all piaust-
ble enongh. Doubtless the plotters
had notified my grandfather that his
mine was flooded and was no longer
workable. Doubtless, again, he had
authorized them to buy the needful
pumping machinery and to install 1t—
which they did.

In this barefaced imposture the plot-
ters had conceivably bullded some-
thing upon Grandfather Jasper's ad-
vanced age insurance agalnst
any too-searching Investigation; but
bevond this they had carefully dis-
armed any suspliclon that he might
otherwise have harhored by encourag-
ing him—in the actual purchase ¢f the
property—uo expert advice, and

as an

tiike

by craftly priming him, by under.
statements of the faets, to trust them.

Oniy rumors of what had oceurred
at this visit resched Angel<: but Beas-

ley could testify that my grandfather
had come and returned plone, and that
after the pumping demonstration had
been made disp
pocket
bad day's work.

he hoad seemed osed to

hig huge loss and to call It a

The Ilater developments were not
hard to figure out. Beasley was able
to tell us that the proposed railroad
branch to run to the new copper proj
ertles in Liftle Clnnabar gulch was
now a certalnty for the very near fu-
ture. Hence the time was fully ripe
for the recovery of the Cilnnabar by
the plotters. No doubt they had con-

the
selves, of course

property—not directly Ly ther

but by an agent who
third
Beasley sald
an

as

as n disinterested
party—would he
that there had been some talk of
underrunning dralnage tunnel, such
Daddy and I had figured upon—this at
the time of the springing of the flood
trap—and that the ¢ had been estl-
mated at haif a milllon, Unqguestlion-
ably the robbers had assumed that ar
old man who had alrendy charged his
venture uj profit and
sell for a song rather than to
again; and in this they were probably
well within the truth.

But at the moment when they were

ensy.,

st

toO losa wauld

venture

ready to complete the clrele of I
posture, death—the death of Grand-
futher Jasper—had stepped In to com-
plicate matters. Somebody—possi

Consin Perey—had corresponded wi

whoever wis representing the o er
svndicate, and by this means the t
ters had learned thnt they wonld now
have to reckon with an heir. How
dullerton came to be emploved bs
them almost at the Instant of his re-
turn from South America we did not
know ; but we could easlly understand

that with the new complleation which

had risen by reason of Grandfather
Jasper’'s denth, it was highly
sary for some emissary of the syndi-
cate to get on the ground quickly, pre-
pared to forestall by purchase, guile,
or, in the last resort by force, any at-
tempt of the Dudley helrs to pry Into
things they were not to be permitted
to know,

The pushing of the fight for posses-
glon to the final and property-destroy-
ing extremity wnas another matter that
Beasley was able to explain,

“Ye =see, it was A case o' fish 'r cut-
bait. and do it qulek,” the marshal ex-
plained. “If he could run you folks
out, pronto, and get possession afore
anybody come along to ask a lot o'
p’inted questions, he stood about one
chance in a dozen to He oot of it
some way. If you-all got killed In the
scrimmage, he'd scatter his men In the
woods and try to make me b'lleve that
you'd got done up trying to run him

oft.”
(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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